All gleaming and white, 
All robed in delight, 
Your Genius calls, Come! 
You've been charmed with me long 
In story and song— 
For fairy and sprite, 
And magic and might, 
And marvelous powers 
And fabulous showers, 
And riches and witches, 
And all the Good which is 
Put in the Nowhere of tale, 
Are in me. 


Come! Come! 
The Truth of all story, 
All magic, all glory, 
Has its fountain in me, 
And flows full and free 
For the child who forever and ever trusts me. 
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Do you see the words in this frame? 
They are for you. 
_ True words taken into your mind are 
more nourishing than the food you eat. 
“My words are life,” : 
“T am the bread of life,” 

says Truth. 

“Tf any man eat of this bread he 
shall live forever.” 

You are fed 
Upon this bread, 

when you take the truth, “God is here,” 
into your mouth and say it over and 
over until you have swallowed it into 
your mind. You have really eaten it 
when you understand it, and it is “bone 
of your bone and flesh of your flesh” 
when you practice it. 
~ “Keep my words” and “eat of this 
bread” mean just the same thing. 

Your hungry thought is always 
feeding on something, and if you will 

ake a little pains to keep it chewing 


away on the “bread of life”— true 
words—you will find it growing so 
beautiful and strong that almost be- 
fore you know what’s happened, your 
world outside will have only the good 
and beautiful in it, and you’ll know 
what heaven is like. 
Gop 1s Here. 


“Eat” this truth one word at a time, 
commencing with the first word— 
G-O-D. 

Sometimes it is spelled with two o’s, 
which makes it easier to understand— 
G-0O-0O-D. 

Everybody knows about Good. 
There is no mystery about good. 
There is no disputing about good. 
Who ever refused to accept good? 
Are you afraid of Good? 

Does Good ever hurt you? 

Is Good bad? 

Who ever ran away from Good? 


Whoever wanted to be absent from 
Good? 

Can you think of anything you 
would like to see, or have, or do, that 
is not Good? 

Of course not, for you are born of 
Good and really, in where you live, 
Good is the only choice you have. 

Now when you’ve thought of all the 
beautiful, and the wonderful, and the 
loving, and the joy-giving, and the 
plenty-giving, and the mother-like, 
and the father-like. and the dear little 
brother and sister-like, and all the 
likes that you ever, ever could have, 
you begin to know what God is like. 
And when you get to feeling that all 
these “Goods” you have thought over 
are here with you and are all, every 
one of them, yours just for the having, 
then you have “eaten” and are filled ' 
with the truth of these words— 


Gop 1s Here 
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Wee Wisdom’s Way. 


6 
‘{\ /HATEVER ails people I don’t know. 
~J — Ned and Grace and I are so happy it 
seems as if everybody ought to be; but 
folks don’t seem to understand us, only 
Aunt Joy. She says: 

“Never mind children, hold tight to the 
wisdom of the little seed and let the God 
like-ness,— which is the mind of Christ 
Jesus in you,—grow to blossom and fruit.” 

Ned wondered if Jesus didn’t mean that 
when he said, “I in them and Thou in me, 
that they may be made perfect in one.” 

We were out doors and Aunt Joy said: 
“Let us go and see what the gardener is 
doing to our grape vines over there.” So 
we went into the garden and found he was 
fastening the long slender ends carefully 
to the strong trellis. 

“Why are you so painstaking with this 
vine?” She asked. 

“Sure mum” he said, “these slinder 
branches be so full of the settin’ fruit be- 
like they’d be after breakin’ all off with the 
lood of the clusters a growin’ ferninst au- 
tumn time, mum.” 

“T am the true vine and my Father is 
the husbandman,” murmured Aunt Joy; 
then she asked us to examine the grape 
vine and tell her where the vine left off 
and the branches began. Ned said he 
couldn’t find any leaving off and beginning, 
he was sure it was all vine. 

“But you can cut off the branches without 
destroying the vine, you know?” suggested 
Aunt Joy. 

“Yes, and I know you can cut ’em off 
down t> the ground and not kill the vine 
cause I saw one mowed off by accident and 
it grew up again.” 

Aunt Joy took Ned’s face between her 
hands and looked into his eyes and said: 

“And so our wise Ned has discovered 
that vine, branches and all, are alike one, 


with a life-source hidden beyond the reach 
of the scythe and pruning-hook. Can he 
apply his object lesson?—‘I am the vine ye 
are the branches’.” 

“Why Aunt Joy,” said I, “do you think 
Jesus Christ wanted ’em to think that the 
branches wasn’t any more than the vine, 
when he said that?” 

“Don’t you see Trixey, how necessary it 
is for all this vine here to abide, or stay 
connected with its life-source, the roots? 
You must perceive it takes all three, the 
roots, the trunk and the branches to make 
the true and perfect vine.” 

“Then, Aunt Joy, Jesus meant—‘J am 
the true vine’—roots, branches and all.” 

“Ves.” 

“Then why did he say ‘ye are the branch- 
es?” I asked. 

“We'll see. Tell me what part of the vine 
is always hidden from sight, Trixy?” 

“The roots.” 

“Tell me the name Jesus gave to the un- 
seen source of all his life and works.” 

“God or Father.” 

“That’s right. What name would you give 
to the sonrce of your life?” 

“Of course, God or Father.” 

“Do you always abide in this knowledge, 
as the vine does in its roots, or as Jesus did 
in his Father? If you do, you are the true 
vine for you have “the mind that was in 
Christ Jesus” and the Father life flows 
through you and your thoughts are fruit- 
ful branches. Ned was abiding in the true 
vine or Christ-mind, when his Jive thought 
fruited into perfect action in his paralyzed 
leg.” 

“O Aunt Joy” cried Ned, “I see now how 
it all was; I couldn’t understand how the 
Father answered meso quickly.” 

“Well, said Aunt Joy, “let'‘us share your 
new understanding.” 

“Of course,” said Ned, “I always wanted 


. to be well, but you know papa had tried 


everything that the doctors could do and 
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they all said nothing could put life into 
dead nerves. Papa always prayed that 
since God had seen fit to afflict us in this 
way, that we might have grace to bear it. 
So I settled down intothinking ‘What can’t 
be cured must be endured’ That night 


you were talking to papa about Jesus. 


Christ and you explained that we are all 
Sons of God, and papa said it was pre- 
sumptuous to call ourselves so, and said 
how Christ could have cured me and that 
was something we could never do; then it 
seemed oh so clear to me that God loved 
one Son just as well as another, but Jesus 
had been the only one who knew how great 
that love was. Then I went to my room, 
and I was so sure God was my Father that 
I talked to Him, and oh how my thoughts 
seemed alive all through me, and now I 
know they were the life-giving sap from 
the Vine-mind within me, and that this is 
our Father’s way of answering us.” 

Aunt Joy said Ned had touched the key- 
note of God’s Law, and if we would only 
key our habit of thought up to it we would 
realize the ever-present, ever-loving Christ- 
Self whom the Father “hearest always.” 

I couldn’t sit stil] any longer. I just 


clapped my hands and we all sang— 


“Christ alone beareth me 
Where thou dost shine: 
Joint-heir He maketh me 
Of the Divine! 
In Christ my soul shall be 
Nearer my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee!’ 


Then Ned said: “Aladdin didn’t have 
half the show for wonderful things that 
we have.” 

Aunt Joy looked a little bit sober and 
spoke so low when she said: 

“Dear Ned, after this wonderful revela- 
tion was first made to Jesus of Nazareth, 
and he became conscious of the power 
given the Son of Mind, he had to meet the 
old self, with all its ambitions, alone in the 
wilderness of sense. Can you meet it as 
he did? Can you refuse vanity the soft 
creations of delusion? Can you look from 
the pinnacle of high thought and not throw 
yourself down for praise, into the crowd 
below? 

“Ned dear, when you know the power of 
your own kingdom within, can you refuse 


to give it up for the glitter and fame and 
wealth of the outside world? When you 
once decide these points and put the old 
self behind you, your “wonderful lamp” 
will shine with magic of heaven’s own light 
and angels will do its bidding, and no evil 
genii can wrest it from you, for it is your 
understanding of your real self.” 


Carlo’s Game. 


ARLO was playing a favorite game, al- 
though you would not have supposed 
him to be playing at all. He was lying flat 
upon his back, his small heels planted 
against a pine tree trunk, his dreamy little 
face upturned to the blue sky glimmering 
between the boughs. This game he called 
“My Remember Game,” and so he told his 
Uncle John, who came up and asked what 
he was doing there. 

“Playin’ my Remember Game, Uncle 
John,” he said. “Come and lie down this- 
a-way, Sir, an’ maybe you’ll remember too.” 

Uncle John glanced at the feet vigorous- 
ly tattooing the tree trunk, and inquir- 
ed, “Why do you put your feet on the tree, 
Carlo; is it a part of the game?” 

“Put ’em there ’cause I feel the tree 
tickle me. Somethin’ inside that tree runs 
up and I feel it makin’ meshiver. I call 
that the tree’s blood. Papa calls it non- 
sense. What do you call it, Uncle?” 

“T think it must be what you call the 
tree’s blood, Carlo, but I have a different 
name. I call it the life force.” . 

“An’ which’s the best name?” 

“Well; let us see. Why do you call it 
the tree’s blood?” 

Giving his curly mane a toss, Carlo rolled 
over and bit a mouthful of sorrel grass in 
delight. He felt sure he should win in 
this game of reasons, with Uncle John. 
They often played thus, looking into the rea- 
sons of things and trying to find out the 
“Why.” He laughed aloud in his pleasure. 

“Guess I’m going to beat you, Sir. I’ve 
got an awful good ‘Why.’ When I cut my 
finger, other day, blood runned out. 
Everybody in the whole world calls it 
blood. An’ when I cut the tree, a yellow 
stickiness runned out; so I called it blood. 
It must be a runnin’ there, an’ I bet it’s 
what tickles my feet.” 
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His feet were covered with yellow moc- 
casins, bead embroidered. 

“Is wearing moccasins part of the game?” 
inquired Uncle John. 

“No. Least I think not. But it tickles 
more through them than my shoes.” 

“IT shouldn’t wouder if that were really 
so. You gave me a right good reason, 
Carlo Boy. Now I owe you mine. You 
said the tree’s blood, which is called sap or 
resin by most people, ran out when you cut 
the tree, didn’t you?” 

“Well, it didn’t ’xactly run, but it kinder 
comed out, that-a-way. Trees are slower 
than people in everything, isn’t they?” 

“They are, my boy; they are. A tree is 
never in a hurry. We might take some 
good lessons from trees. And I see you’ve 
been taking some. Always, when you see 
anything, try to see something else like it 
in some other part of the world and in 
yourself, and then you’ll understand better. 
To do that is called Comparison or Analo- 


Carlo yawned. 

“I don’t fink I care about those big 
words, Uncle,” he said. “I don’t fink I do. 
But all the boys allays looks around to see 
what will esplain things to them ‘when 
people is too busy’.” 

“Explain is the word, Carlo.” 

“IT don’t care for them words,” said the 
child with some impatience. “You know 
what jfings I mean; any old word will do 
when you know the fings. An’ you ain’t 
gived me your reason yet. Did I beat you; 
is mine the best?” 

“My reason is this: When your blood 
runs, or sap moves, do you think the blood 
and the running are one, or two? Do you 
think the sap and the moving are the same 
thing, or two things?” 

Carlo considered. “I dunno,” he slowly 
said. 

“You saw an engine moving yesterday. 
Was that two things, or one?,’ 

“Two,” he shouted joyously, kicking his 
heels in the air. “Two!” In his exuber- 
ance he rolled upon his Uncle, now seated 
on the grass beside him, and began to pom- 
mel him lightly with his fists. 

“Why two, Carlo?” 

_ Because steam made it go. I seen it. 
I seen the engineer, too.” _ 
“Anything more?” 


“You bet I did. I saw a fire, a red one. 
I fink Papa said it made the steam.” 

“Then there were four things, old man. 
The engine is like the tree. The steam is 
like the sap. The moving that comes from 
the sap and from the steam, that is what 
makes both run, and makes your blood 
run. That is Force. In living things it is 
life-force. All things have their own kind 
of force, don’t you see; but all are different 
ways in which Force shows itself. Force 
puts on many masks, as the clown did in 
the circus yesterday, but behind the masks 
is always the same one moving them ail. 
Tree’s life and engine’s life and boy’s life 
don’t run the same way. The tree, the 
engine, the boy, don’t move alike, either. 
But Force, the hidden Mover, is the same 
in itself. It moves you, me, the world, the 
ants and flowers; our ways are different, 
but the Mover is the same.” 

Carlo breathed hard. He was interested. 
He knew and loved his Uncle’s ways; gen- 
erally he understood them. When he did 
not he used say: “I don’t understand, Un- 
cle, but I love you.” Then the Uncle 
wou!d answer: “that does just as well; it’s 
the same thing. Love will bring the un- 
derstanding bye-and-bye.” So Carlo got 
to speaking of his “understanding” and his 
“love-understanding.” He said now: “I 
know what you mean with my love-under- 
standin’, Uncle. Just that-a-way. An’ 
does all the Motion, does that Mover come 
from fire, everywhere?” 

“Yes, that Mover is Fire: different kinds 
of Fire. Some kind we see with our eyes, 
and some with our minds—” 

“Our Thinkers,” Carlo remarked. 

“Yes; and some with our understanding.” 

“And some only with our love-under- 
standin’s?” 

“Some only that way just now. But I 
told you that love will bring truth after a 
while. There is really only One Fire, but 
when it enters the sun, the air, coal, or a 
man, it looks different, it has different 
ways. Forty-nine ways, the wise men 
say.” 

“Forty-nine! Is that more than a thous- 
and?” asked Carlo, whose kilts and curls 
had never yet been inside a school-room. 
He was learning things outside. The 
world was his object lesson, and his Uncle 
the skillful teacher. With a pleased little 
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chuckle he asked now: “Did you forget the 
engineer, Unky? Did you?” 

“By no means, my boy. That engineer 
is very important. He can run the train 
up, or down, or off the track to destruction. 
You and I can run our engines where we 
please, always according to the laws of 
Motion. A man can run his body as he 
pleases, make it a good instrument to help 
the world, or he can do a great deal of 
harm, but he can only follow the ways of 
the hidden Mover. His ways are patterns 
for ours. And we must have good fires in 
these engines of ours; the right fuel is a 
good will. Isn’t that so?” 

“Maybe so,” answered the boy, rubbing 
his curls. “You telled me never to say I 
was sure when I hadn’t tried it. Carlo 
ain’t tried that yet. I guess I don’t know 
that about lots of fires, but I want to know 
where’s the tree’s engines. Has it gota 
Thinker like ours?” 

“Not like ours, but a Thinker of its own 
kind.” 

Corlo sat up suddenly. “What fun! Did 
you ever see a tree’s Thinker?” 

“No. Nor did I ever see your soul or 
mine, (Thinkers, as you call them). Noth- 
ing else has a Thinker like men. Bat one 
great Thinker is at work in us all. Every- 
thing lives, acts, goes on. That is life, and 
life is thought. Everything that moves 
has thought of its own kind. To think is 
to be.” 

“An’ flowers an’ nuts an’ leaves is the 
tree’s thoughts, I know. My Remember 
Game told ine so.” 

“Is that so? Do tell me about your 
game, little one. What else does it say :” 

“It says—” The bright eyes filled with 
tears. “Promise me you won’t tell Papa, 
nor any laughin’ people. Promise.” 

“T do promise.” 

“Well,” said a small and solemn voice, 
“my Game Remember says my beauty 
Mamma ain’t dead atall. No! She isn’t. 
True! Aren’t you glad, Uncle John! She 
was your Sister, you know.” 

“Indeed I’m glad, Carlo. She was, and 
is, my dear Sister. I always hoped she 
was not dead. In fact I don’t think I 
ever believed she was.” 

Carlo caught his Uncle’s bearded face in 
his two plumb hands and squeezed it, look- 
ing eagerly in his eyes for an instant, then 


with a soft sigh of satisfaction he kissed 
his friend. “You ain’t Jaughin’ like the 
rest does,” he explained. “I wonder they 
want to laugh at children; it makes ’em 
look awful ugly.” 

“Tell me more about your game, Carlo.” 

“T jess lie down an’ look straight ahead 
at the sky, cause I ain’t really lookin’ at 
nothin,’ you know. Then fings comes a- 
sailin’, a-sailin’ with music, right spang 
frow my mind. A many fings. But you 
have to keep so still. If you jump about 
an’ say ‘Oh! no, Oh! no,’ then it all stops: 
all them sky ships sails home again.” __ 

“What news do your ships bring you, 
boy?” 

“Such stories about fings. Funny fings 
that Carlo used to be. Nice fings too. 
Sometimes fairies; not often. Sometimes 
they make me understand what the birds 
say when they sing; an’ when squirrels 
chatters, too.” 

“And is that all?” 

“Uncle John, you allays inter—rumps at 
the bestest part. My Game Remember 
says Mamma is ’round me like the air. It. 
says we used to fly in the air; the one that 
loved God best could go fastest. To-day it 
said we was beautiful lights, an’ God was a 
big Light that lit us all up and made us 
feel like a good long heaven shining. An’ 
an’—I disremember more now. You lie down 
here an’ play my Game Remember, Uncle 
John. I call it that ’cause I fink it remines 
me of some figs I knew when I knew lots 
more than these old grown-ups do. It 
makes me feel werry big in here.” He 
struck his breast with his hands ‘Play it 
an’ tell me if it says true.” 

“] have played it; I think it says true, on 
the whole,” the Uncle answered, smiling at 
the boys excitement and delight. 

“Hurrah! But say; how could I be all 
those fings some other time?” 

“Do you remember what I told you about 
the One Fire, and all its ways?” 

“Ess—” said Carlo. 

“That Fire never dies. It lives forever 
in a darkness of its own. It comes out of — 
that Darkness; it goes back into that Dark- 
ness. You have seen our earth fire do that. 
The One Fire is the Father of all Fires, 
the Father of Lights. It goes into a form. 
It comes out, and the form falls to pieces, 
like the wood which is ashes when the fire 
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has left it. That Fire goes into many, 
many forms, in very many ways. Each 
form, in dying, gives life to something else. 
Cinders and ashes make food that is good 
for grass and flowers. The acorn dies, and 
from its grave springs a tree. Some dead 
forms give birth to worms that creep, and 
some to winged things. Some worms die, 
and butterflies arise to kiss the flowers. 
Some germs ferment, and little children 
are born. So you see there is no Death; 
there is only another kind of life, another 
form from broken forms. But always the 
One Fire in its many ways and lesser fires 
gives life and motion to worlds of forms. 
There are shapes of air, shapes of light, 
shapes of fire, just as there are more solid 
shapes, and all are always melting away 
into one another like the pictures of your 
kaleidoscope. What makes them move and 
change so? The hidden Mover in the less- 
er fires that are the souls of men.” 


“T see! I know! Them little fires is the 
children of the great Fire, the fire with the 
Thinker as big as the world. Now I know 
why Mamma teached me to say ‘Our Fath- 
er; she wanted me to fink about that good 
fire what makes all these splendid things. 
It’s a great light: far, far away an’ every- 
where too; ny Game Remember says so. 
It loves me. I heard it a-sayin’, ‘Come 
Carlo; let us make errybody werry happy 
an’ we'll shine forever an’ ever.’ It just 
loves to shine, Uncle John.” 

The boys voice fell. The sun was about 
to disappear in the west. Birds twittered 
in the trees. Carlo’s eyes followed his Un- 
cle’s; he clapped his hands. 

“See the red fire that sun makes. Is the 
sun one of ways of God? Then I fink he’s 
goin’ down to that One Fire, to say that 
the world is werry well. The great Fire 
will be glad to know that; I fink ict must 
like us werry well to take trouble to make 
such a many fings. An’ I fink that God is 
here, too, an’ everywhere. He’s the hiding 
Mover, Uncle John; he’s life, if he never 
dies. I feel him movin’ in me, now. He 
burns me; he loves me; he moves me. My 
Game Remember says that’s God.” 

Uncle John’s lips did not move, yet he 
was saying: 

“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they 
shall see God.”—From Wonder-Lights, by 
Mrs. J. Campbell Ver Planck. 


January 20, 1894. 

Dear Wert Wispom:— 

Lam alittle girl 12 yearsold. Through 
the kindness of my dear uncle, I receive 
Wer Wispom every month, and I love it 
dearly, it is helping me in every way. I 
get along much better in my school lessons 
by using the words. And looking up to 
God, I read the story of the little kitty that 
came back to life after being frozen. I 
thought it was wonderful. I did not think 
that we would have occasion to use the 
word so soon in our own house. We have 
a dear parrot, we all love him very much. 
Today (Saturday the 20th) while we were 
at the dinner table, Polly took sick and he 
fell to the bottom of his cage screaming 
and having fits. One time it looked as if 
he were dead. So mamma remembered 
the story about the kitty. And she knelt 
down in front of Polly’s cage and used the 
word for Polly and all at once Polly got 
better. And in half an hour, Polly was 
talking and laughing as before. Mamma 
told Polly that God made him well. And 
it looked as though he understood it. 

I am so thankful we can go to God for 
everything. With much love to all my 
little friends that read Were Wispom, I re- 
main your little friend, 

Jonny, 
123 Gardner street, 
Town of Union, New Jersey 


There is music all around, 
When there’s love at home; 
There is joy in every sound, 
When tnere’s love at home. 
Love at home! love at home! 
Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 
When there’s love at home. 


“Ma,” said a discouraged urchin, “I aint 
going to school anymore.” Why dear? 
tenderly inquired his mother. “Cause 
*taint no use. I can never learn to spell. 
The teacher keeps changing the words 
everyday.”—Selected. 


We gladly send out sample copies of 
Unity and Wer Wispom. Send us a list of 
names. Unity Book Co, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Do you see me? I’m Arwna 
Corinna TruE, I am. This is 
only my picture, ‘cause I’m alive 
and live in Chicago, and don’t keep 
still like this. I’m one of WEE 
Wispom’s little workers, I am. 

Would you like to know ‘bout 
me? Well, mamma says first she 
knew ‘bout me—and she knew first 
of anybody—was one splendid, cold 
morning, December rth, 1890, I 
just came right down on wings of 
Love, when she was livin’ in Grand 
Rapids, Mich. 

She says my little brothers and 

sisters were wrapping themselves 
up to go out with their sleds and 
have a good time that morning, 
when a knock came on the door 
and a good old lady, one of mamma's dear friends, walked in with a 
market basket on her arm, with a great big bundle in it. ‘‘What do 
you guess I’ve brought you?” she asked ’em as she put the basket on 
the floor. My little brothers and sisters never could guess that I was 
in that bundle till good nursie unwrapped me and told ’em how I had 
come down. like the soft white snowflakes, to be their own dear little 
blue-eyed sister Arna Corinne. 
[-_j]Mamma says they forgot all about their sleds and snow mans that 
morning, they just were so glad to think God remembered to send me, 
and they just loved me right away. I’m bigger now and I know 
things myself. ; 

One time after we came to Chicago, I wanted to see ever’thing, and 
so | just started out all by myself to see ‘em. I went, and went, and I 
got so tired, when a nice wide wagon and some mans with funny hats 
and shiney things on their coats came along and took me up and rided 
me to a place and | didn’t know wherever I could be, they had benches 
and some mans gave me candy and said papa’d come after awhile. And 
he did. I didn’t want to see things all by myself after that. 

One time when mamma was teaching me to say, ‘‘Give us this day 
our daily bread,’’ I telled her I'd rather say, ‘‘Give us ice cream and 
candy,’’ ‘cause I has daily bread anyhow without praying for it. 

Sometimes mamma puts me in a closet to ¢hznk, till I want to say 
“PU be good.”" One day after she put me.in there she came in to get 


“One of thxse Gittle Ones.” 
{ 


something and I just shut the door, ‘cause I wanted her to think awhile 
too, and promise she'd be good if I'd let. her out. 


I always like to snuggle down in mamma’s arms and have her rock 
me to sleep and sing ‘‘Our Fader in Heaven.” 


Now I’s telled you all ‘bout me. Now you tell me ’bout you. 


Where did you come from, baby dear? 

Out of the weuultiiie into the here. 
Where did you get your eyes of blue? 

Out of the sky as I came through. 
What makes the light in them sparkle and spin? 

Some of the starry spikes left in. 
Where did you get that little tear? 

I found it waiting when I got here. 
What makes your forehead so smooth and high? 

A soft hand stroked it as I went by. 
What makes your cheeks like a warm, white rose? 

I saw something better than anyone knows. 
Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss? 

Three angels gave me at once a kiss. 
Where did you get this pearly ear? 

God spoke, and it came out to hear. 
Where did you get those arms and hands? 

Love made itself into hooks and bands. 
Feet, whence did you come, you darling things? 

From the same box as the cherubs’ wings. 
How did they all just come to be you? 

God thought about me, and so I| grew. 
But how did you come to us, you dear? 

. God thought about you, and so I am here. 

—George MacDonald. 


Once a beautiful white lily was longing to be EVERYWHERE, that she 
might bless and comfort all the earth as she did the little garden where 
she stood. For she had heard from those who delighted in her fragrance 
and purity, that in her presence they forgot the cares and ills of the 
world, and she wanted to bless the whole world. ‘‘ The power lies within 
you,’ whispered the soft wind, as it shook the gold from the tall fringes 
of the stamen, down into the longing heart of the lily. And what do 
you think? The greatest number of little brown cradles were found, 
where the beautiful lily stood, and wherever one of them fell into the 
dark earth, there sprang up her very image and likeness. The lily’s 
longing to bless was the life power she gave every baby asleep in its 
seed-cradle. When, like that lily, your fragrant heart yearns to bless 
the whole world the sweet Spirit whispers, ‘‘The power lies within 
you,’’ and shakes the golden truth down into your longing heart. Then 
all your little thoughts cradle blessing, and wherever they fall, there 
springs up the image and likeness of your own loving heart. 


| 
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ROD. 


Come right in, every one of you. You're ever so welcome and I’m 
real glad to see youagain. I do believe we have grown several hundred 
stronger since our last reception, but that makes it all the jollier, and 
there’s plenty of room in here for all the children that are. 

Did you stop in the front hall and look at the pretty new frame hung 
there, and learn the words and listen to that little sermon about them, 
as you come in? 

I want you to always be sure and do this, for it is one of the rules 
of my house now, and as my guests you will surely observe my rules. 

Another rule is, that you always learn the pretty 7ruth-message, put 
under the little scroll and marked ‘‘To be memorized.” 

I received such a nice letter from one of you last week, that it set 
me to wanting a Letter Box in my house. And if you will promise to 
write to me and tell me the good and happy things that come to you, or 
the sweet, funny little thoughts that bob in an out of you dear little 
“thinkers,” or out of somebody's cunning mouth—why, we'll just have a 
Letter Box for ’em, that’s all. 

Do any of you make pictures and little sketches? If you do, just 
send’emalong. We've gotten one of the dearest friends who says she'll 
see that we have pictures for our walls (pages) if we'll send the sketches 
to her. Now isn’t that a lovely offer? If you want to visit us in your 
picture any time and tell us about your experience, doso. One of you 
has already done so, and we feel real well acquainted with her. 

The stale old world needs all the newest, freshest and truest that 
bubbles up out of your owz Self, for | 

‘‘A little child shall lead them,” 
And the. simplest truth shall feed them, 
When the wisdom of the wee one 
Finds in all alike the free one. 

Wont it be nice when folks break through their crust and find out 
that mother and me are here with you? Don’t you know about my 
mother? Her maiden name was Wispom. I'm named after her. She 
knows everything from the very ‘‘ Beginning.” 

Why, mother says, God was talking to her when he said: ‘‘ Let ws 
make man in our image and after our likeness.’’ She was the only help 
the Lord had when he ‘‘founded the earth” and ‘‘established the 
heavens.’ If you want to know anything, just ask mother; she can tell 
you. She always speaks the truth. 

You see, it’s this way with mother: When you want to listen to 
her, you don’t want to have your mind full of everything. You want to 
listen, real empty-like, and then she'll tell you always just what you want 
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to know about. Why! the bees and the ants and all the wee workers 
listen to mother. Once a man who had grown to be a very great and 
wise and rich king through listening to my mother, said: 

_ ‘She is more precious than rubies, and all the things thou canst 
desire are not to be compared to her. 

‘‘Length of days are in her right hand; and in her left hand, riches 
and honor. 

‘‘Her ways are ways of pleasantness and all her paths are peace. 

‘‘She is a tree of life to them that lay hold upon her; and happy is 
every one that retaineth her.”’ 

You see, he meant by all this, that to listen to and heed my mother’s 
teachings, brought wealth and health, peace and happiness, and long 
Lire. 

You don't mind my talking about my mother, do you? And right 
now is a good time to tell you the dearest little secret:— She's your 
mother, too, just like God's your Father. Everybody talks about ‘‘our 
heavenly Father,” and I’m sure if they knew more about our heavenly 
Mother, they'd never be looking way off for God and heaven. 

You know mothers seem to understand us better than fathers, and 
so it comes easier to look for them to tell us all about things and do for 
us. Course, fathers provide everything for us, but it’s the dear mothers 
that fix it all up into goodies to eat and nice things to wear, and when 
you really, really know that our dear heavenly Father leaves it for our 
dear heavenly Mother (Loving Wisdom) to come close, so close that we 
know there is not anything she will not give us to make us glad and 
satisfied. _Isn’t it nice? Course you see that shows we're all brothers 
and sisters, and you must always remember this when you meet little 
boys and girls who haven't learned about it, and so don’t understand 
about their real Father and Mother. 

Now if you'll just ‘‘snuggle” right up to Mother when you're 'fraid 
or when folks talk like Good wasn’t every where, she'll tell you all about 
your own shining Self, and how, if you'll just /e¢ /¢ shine through all your 
thoughts and deeds, you'll never know any ‘‘’Fraids” anywhere, nor 
feel as if Good could get away from anybody. 

Mother says, some day when you know all about the ‘‘house she 
hath builded” for you, with its ‘‘seven pillars,” you will know all about 
yourself. She says you are starting to know a little about i but the 
most wonderful part, that has the two wonderful pillars, you have not 
tound out about yet. So you must keep close to Mother, and never let 
anything drown her voice, if you would go with us all through ¢hzs house, 
and understand what it means to ‘‘ know thyself.” 


Wise are we! Wise are we! 

When we see! When we see! 
~ You and me, Zhou and me, 

Three-in-One, One-in-Three! 


| 
| 
| 


Wee Wisdom 


Little Builders. 
ITLL 

Such a bright cheerful picture greets 
mamma, as she gently opens the door to 
see where Arthur is. 

A sunny haired boy of four years is in- 
tently building a small castle with blocks; 
only one more oblong block to finish the 
tower and his idea is expressed. But alas, 
just as the last block is placed in position, 
down falls the pretty play-house to a mass 
of ruins. 

It is more than Arthur’s childish heart 
can stand and he bursts into tears and ex- 
claims, “There! I shall never try to build 
those horrid blocks again.” 

“Why Arthur, what is the trouble now?” 
says mamme, and between tears and sobs 
he finally tells he has built the castle 
three times and every time it has fallen. 

“Well, my dear child, try again,” says 
the patient mother, “for should we all cease 
trying after a few unsuccessful efforts 
there would be very little gained. You 
know the old song— 

‘If at first you you don’t succeed, 
Try, try again.” 

So now try just once more and be 
patient and when I have finished my 
work, I will tell you a story of God’s 
builders.” 

Arthur knows mamma’s stories are a 
great treat so he sets to work slowly and 
easily this time to be sure. Cubes and 
oblongs prisms and columns are fin- 
ally erected in a crude but pretty style. 
And now for the tower. On goes the ob- 
long, and there stands the tower fine and 
whole. 

Out he ran from the room to find mamma 
and show her his success. Mamma is 
greatly pleased and seats herself in a large 
chair and Arthur gently climbs into her 
lap. “What is your pretty castle for?” 
asked mamma. 

*‘Oh just to look at,” Arthur replies. 

“So my dear child when you grow to be 
a big man like your papa you will build 
houses for people to look at and not for 
use?” 

Arthur was silent a moment—“I guess 
its nicer to use them, mamma.” 

“That would be better, and now let us 


‘talk of other builders than man.” 


“Let us take the bird. Did you ever 


think how these frail pretty creatures with- 
out hammer, hatchet or saw, and not even 
two little hands like your own, build such 
strong, cozy nests? 

How faithfully they work and-only their 
little bills to work with, flying here for a 
little twig or straw and then perhaps to the 
barnyard to find some strong horse-hair, 
which they use like thread, and then for clay 
or mud, until finally little by little and 
piece by piece their home is finished. 

And then to think of the many different 
kinds of houses they make. There is Mr. 
Oriole who makes his nest and suspends it 


like aswing. Here the mother bird is the 
main builder and so strongly does she 
weave the nest that the wind may blow 
and the rain fall, but there she sits on her 
five pretty eggs, safe and happy, and fears 
no storms, for she knows her work is 


Then we have the little swallow who 
builds his home of mud against some house 
or wall. Some birds are not builders at all. 
Mr. Owl is one of them, he hunts up 
“Rooms to let” among rats and snakes or 
occupies a barn loft. 

Now there’s another little builder swifter 
than any bird, that builds most wonderful- 
ly and continually and yet uses nothing of 
all the many kinds of materials we see, to 
build with. 

Is my Arthur puzzled? Well, before 
you put your blocks in place, you thought 
first, just how you wanted them to stand in 
a fine play-castle with a tower on top of it, 
did you not?” 

“Oh yes” answered Arthur. 

“Then what built that first castle?” 

“Oh I just thinked it up.” 

“Yes, and your thinker worked a good 
deal faster than your fingers, didn’t it? 
Now, that thinker is the little builder of 
all builders and the stuff he builds with is 
thought. My Arthur needs to know that 
every tiny thought he thinks is a buildin 
bloc hich he puts into his castle o 
experience. If he would see his happy 
ideals stand in safety and beauty, he must 
throw aside all the sharp and uneven blocks 
of impatient and unkind thoughts, and 
build only with the smooth, choice prisms 
and cubes and columns and oblongs of 
love and joy and good and truth. 

When my Arthur cries with pain or dis- 
appointment, he may be sure his castle of 
health and happiness has only fallen 
because of the wrong thought-blocks he has 
built in with it. And when he knows this 
he will quickly set to, and build it up again 
with good strong true thoughts. For the 
builder and finisher of all good and perfect 
things is— True Thought?’ —Jxssiz L. 
McFavt. 
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Wee Wisdom 13 


Blessed are the meek: 
For they shall inherit the earth. 


Blessed are they which do hunger and 
thirst after righteousness: 
For they shall be filled. 


Blessed are the merciful: 


For they shall obtain mercy. 


Blessed are the pure in heart: 
For they shall see God. 


Blessed are the peacemakers: 
For they shall be called the chit- 
dren of God. 


BE MEMORIZED. | 


Truth Workers. 


“Out of the mouths of babes and suck- 
lings hast thou ordained strength.” 


A mamma writes of her twenty-one-month 
old Muriel :— 

When I lie down to rest and think, she 
comes up and whispers in my ear, 

“Mama, Deus make oo ’ell.” 

I said those words aloud to her one day. 
Her little prayer night and morning which 
her papa taught her is— 

“De Lo’d id my shep’d I not ’ant.” 

If she gets hurt she always comes and 
says,— 

“Mama teet Muriel.” 

She says to all the dogs, cats, horses, 
cows, birds and all the animals she sees. 


“Oo not hurt Muriel; Mur’l ’ove oo and 
God ’ove oo, too.” 

She says to the dark.— 

“Mur’l not ’faid of s’adow. S’adow ’ove 
Mur’l.” 

(Bless the dear baby.—Enprror). 


You remember about little Mary’s sweet 
words in Wee Wisdom? 

Well, we’ve gotten some more from her. 
It seems Mary has a great nice cat that 
she loves dearly and when some friend gave 
her a bird, kitty wanted it for her very 
own. Mary loved both cat and bird and 
couldn’t see why they shouldn’t dwell to- 
gether in peace and safety. So she said to 
her mamma—“We’ll keep saying Att 1s 
coop, till it takes all the bad away from 
kitty and then she wont want to catch the 
bird.” 

And sure enough kitty’s bad all disap- 
peared under the shining of Mary’s yood- 
word and now the kitty lies on her cushion 
with birdie’s cage just above her and never 
seems to be tempted at all. 

One day, before Mary’s mamma thought 
kitty had been thoroughly tested, she and 
Mary were out inthe yard. They had been 
there sometime when it suddenly occurred 
to her that the cat and bird were left in the 
house alone. She told her fears to Mary 
and suggested that she go at once and see 
if birdie were safe. Wise little Mary look- 
ed at her mamma in astonishment and said, 
“Why mamma, we know what fo think and 
there is no need of going to see.” Her 
mamma says “I can’t tell you how much I 
am strengthened through her faith and 
childish trust. IfI am puzzled over my 
work she will say, ‘All is good and God is 
right with you and then you’ll know how 
to do it.” Surely “except we become as a 
little child we cannot enter the kingdom.” 


Some of Wee Wisdom’s Friends. 

In the first place Wee Wisdom has a 
“sure enough” live Moruer Goosz. A 
most be-witching mother Goose, who— 

Sweeps the cobwebs off the blue sky, 

And keeps the days all sunny and dry, 

A-making happy the very small fry. 

And her goose? Of course she has a 
goose. What right would she have to this 
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14 Wee Wisdom 


famous name without a goose? And it lays 
golden eggs, too. Wee Wisdom’s pretty 
new dress and holiday pictures all came 
through Mother Goose’s goose’s golden 
eggs. Yes, it’s just lovely of her goose, 
and it all comes of the great love she bears 
the dear children. 

If you get to loving Mother Goose as 
she loves you, no knowing what such love 
may bring about, maybe it might win her 
into telling you all about this magic bird(?) 
she possesses, maybe it might coax her into 
sending a picture of it for your inspection. 


Who knows! Love is a wonderful persuad- - 


er. This dear friend has already promised 
to tell some sweet truths about children. 
You will always know them by their being 
signed Our Mother Goose. 

You’d think Wee Wisdom’s cup quite 
full with having such a lovely Mother 
Goose, wouldn’t you? But her “cup run- 
neth over” for she has such a number of 
wonderful friends. 

SHE HAS A GOD-MOTHER. 

Yes a god-mother, the magic of whose 

word, like Cinderella’s famous god-moth- 
er’s transforms all the ugly and common, 
or what we have thought were ugly and 
common of life, into use and beauty. 
(Do you remember the first visit Cin- 
derella’s god-mother made her? She was 
curled up in the cinders with only rats and 
mice and a big pumpkin for company, 
wishing for beautiful things, wishing to be 
splendidly dressed and carried to the king’s 
court where the Prince was to choose his 
bride. A flash of light parted the dark- 
ness and there stood the god-mother, her 
magic words made Cinderella’s wishes 
blossom. And there stood a princess in 
gleaming garments. a royal coach with 
glossy horses and liveried footmen appeared 
right where a moment before there seemed 
to be only a ragged little girl and rats and 
mice and pumpkins. 

Believe it? Yes indeed, Wee Wisdom’s 
god-mother’ll show you how it’s done when 
she flashes into your life. 

You will know of her coming by a little 


“bird flying before her, with this banner: 
ek I HAVE FAITH IN JESUS CHRIST. 


_ “When this little blue messenger circles 
round you, look out for Wee Wisdom’s god- 
moth—Universat TrutH is at hand. Her 
words will make your beautiful wishes to 


blossom and you will find that it is the 
right of all little girls to be Princesses and 
appear at the King’s court. 


Wee-lets. 


Little Ted is two-and-a-half years old. 


The other night when ready for bed and © 


abaut to say his prayers a new thought 
struck him. 

“Mamma me knows how now” and going 
to the telephone he reached up and pre- 
tending to ring, called, “Hello Central! 
Hello! then taking down the receiver or 
pretending to, held it to his ear and called: 
“Central dive me Dod.—(waiting a minute) 

“Hello! is dis you Dod? me’s Ted; Hello! 
tan you hear me? All right! 

Then this ninteenth-century saint went 
through his evening prayer with evident 
satisfaction. When he had finished he 
“rung off,” and said, “There mamma Dod 
heard I know, ’tause I heard him from de 
deceiver.” 


Sometimes little Charley, who is four, 
wants a change in his evening prayer. 

The other evening he commenced his in- 
novations on the old—“Now I lay me”— 
which his mother insisted upon his repeat- 
ing. “Come now Charley, urged his mamma, 
say your prayer as I have have taught you.” 
The child looked up and with a new inspir- 
ation said, 

“No mamma, I can’t say it that way 
Jesus is boss now.” 


A little boy who lives in Vermont attend- 
ed the Winter Fair. While there he was 
given a red balloon, with a string;attached. 
It was the first he had ever seen, and his 
little heart was filled with delight. 

In driving home, the wind took it away 
from him and as it went sailing off, the 
little fellow was almost heart broken. He 
did not speak many words, but the tears 
flowing down his chubby face told how it 
hurt. 

That night after saying his prayer, 
“Now I lay me,” he added— 

“Now, God, when my balloon gets. to 
Heaven, don’t you let those angels be muss- 
ing with it. You tell them that balloon 
belongs to Charley Griswold and you keep 
it. safe-for me until I get there.”—Our 
Mother Goose. 
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Wee Wisdom 


APMYSICAL 
Finding the Christ in Ourselves. H. Emilie Cady. 15ce. 
The of Denial; or, The Eighth Lesson 

in Divine Science. - - - Leo-Virgo. 
Faith’s Fruition. - - - A. P. Barton. 15c. 
Directions for Beginners in Divine Science, with Six 

Days Course of Treatment. - Leo-Virgo. 10c. 
The Bible and Eternal Punishment. A. P. Barton. 15c. 
Christ the Rev. Chas. H. Parkhurst. 10ce. 
Oneness wi 
Neither do I Condemn Thee. H. Emilie Cady. 5c. 
What is Matter? - - - - _ Leo-Virgo. 15c. 
The Key to Power. - Emma Curtis Hopkins. 15c. 
Love; the Supreme Gift. Prof.Henry Drummond. 15c. 
Seek Wisdom. - - -  - Leo-Virgo. 15c. 
Points for Members of Silent Unity. - - - 10. 
Ministry of the Holy Mother. Emma C. Hopkins. 15e. 
“Be Still and Know thatITam God.” - - 

- - - - Emma Solomon. 165ce. 

Resurrection of Christ. Emma Curtis. Hopkins. 15¢e. 
The Light that was Forgotten. Annie A. Haines. 10c. 


Unity Book Co., 820 Walnut St , Kansas City, Mo. 


Wonder-Light 


and other 
Tales for Children. 
By 
Mrs. J. Campbell Ver Planck. 


Price 50 ets. 


Unity Book Co., Hall Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 


Spiritual Law 


in the 


Natural World. 


There has long been a demand 
for a good course of lessons in Mind Healing at a popular 
price, and here it is. This work needs no introduction or 
recommendation further than to say that it is by “ Eleve,” 
the author of “Life is Worth Living,” and several other 
ually popular books. Emma Curtis Hopkins says of it: 

can set my seal that ‘Spiritual Law in the Natural 
World’ contains the stepping stones to every attainment 
the heart aspires to. It is sure to heal you if you read it 
—heal you of pain, of physical disease, of feebleness, of 
indeterminate will, of faltering by the wayside of your 
hnman walk. It will uplift and cheer and inspire you, 
and this is the mission of a good book.” 


Price, in paper cover, 50 cts., in cloth, $1.00 Any one 
who is not perfectly satisfied with this book can return it 
in good order and get their money back. 


Uniry Book Co., 820 Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo. 


By Eleve. 
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Three Yearly Subscriptions to Unity or | 


Wee Wisdom for One Dollar. 


That is, you can send for three subscriptions | 


to Unity or three to WEE Wispom, or one to Unity and 


two to WzE Wispom, or make any combination you desire, | 
at the rate of three subscriptions for each $1.00 remitted: | 


To take advantage of this rate, all the subscriptions must 
be sent in at one time. Single subscriptions to either 
paper, 50 cents. 

These papers will be enlarged and improved in many 
ways during the year 1894. Can you think of a better 
present for your friend? It will be a twelve times 
visitor and there is no telling what transformation 
it may work in the health and affairs of the recipient. 
We have hundreds of letters with passages like this: 
“God bless the day I first saw Unrry—it has changed my 
whole life.” 


0, Walunt Street, 
Kanias City, Ma 


is essentially Spiritual in organization and has no exter- 
nal rules or regulations. Its object and aim is to lead 
men and women to the God within them. “Neither shall 
they say, Lo, here; or Lo, there: for, behold, the kingdom 
of God is within you.” All persons may become members 
“without money and without price,” who will sit in peace- 
ful mind for a short time, at nine o’clock each evening, 
and invite in silent soul aspiration the conscious presence 
of the Holy Spirit. 

We hold, and are daily demonstrating, that the Com- 


forter, the Spirit of Truth, which Jesus Christ said the 


Father would send in his name, is now an active princi- 


ple in our affairs, and does all things for us, even to heal--| 
For its centralizing potency a “class % 


ing our diseases. 
thought” is given each month, which all members hold in 
consciousness for a few moments; thus attaining a mental 
attitude to which the Holy Spirit finds easy access—then 
“ask what ye will in my name and it shall be done unto you.” 


A NEW BOOK BY HENRY WOOD. 
IDEAL SUGGESTION 


through $3 


MENIAL PHOTOGRAPHY. 
A Restorative System for Home and Private Use, 
preceded by a study of 
Tur Laws or Mentat Heatine. 


Fine cloth, octavo, - $1.25 
Also, by the same author, 
GODS IMAGE IN MAN. 
Fifth edition, cloth, - - - - .= - 
Also, 


EDWARD BURTON (A Novel.) 
Fifth edition, - - - Cloth, $1.25; paper, 50 cts. 


LEE & SHEPARD, PUBLISHERS, BOSTON, 


and sold in Kansas City, or sent on receipt of the price. 
by Unity Book Company, 820 Walnut Street. 


= 

| 

| 

| 
| 


devoted to the Sucieiy of Silent 
cents per copy; 50 cents per year. 

Three sample numbers, 10 cents. 
‘THOUGHT, a age monthly m ine devoted 
| to Divine Unity. 10 cents per copy; $1.00 00 per year. 


| PUBLISH THE FOLLOWING: 


Three months on trial, 20 cents. 


|. WEE WISDOM, paper for children. 50 cents per year. 


‘UNITY METAPHYSICAL SERIES. The best articles 
from Thought, Unity and other sources, bound in 
neat booklet and issued monthly. 15c. per number. 

Three sample numbers for 25 cents. 


The club rate of $1.( 00 for three subscriptions to WEE 
jw 1spom or Uniry still continues. 


t} We Ikmow the children will appreciate it, and it will 


¥ 


#prove equally as interesting to the mature. 


Many subscribers have written for the January number, 
ot observing that December and January were included 
the Holiday number. 


The publishers of Wer Wispom join with the editor in 
murning thanks to the many kind friends who have 
ped to make it a success. 


i} Sample copies are cheerfully sent to those asking for 
q . The August number is entirely out and but few 
‘ f the holiday number left. 


| The attention of our readers is called to the advertis- 
iment in this issue of “ Wonder-Light,” the book from 
4 hich the beautiful little stories about Carlo are taken. 


f) It is our intention to hereafter make Wzz Wispom six- 
geen pages, instead of eight, as it started out. Todo this 
ity. shal' require lots of letters from our little readers. 

e could fill up all the pages with common stories, but 
want actual, live experiences" 


: Contributors to Wer Wispom should remember that we 

teaching Christian Metaphysics, hence every contribu- 

on should lead up to the operation of Mind. Children 

derstand these higher laws much more readily than the 

pider ones, and no one need fear being too metaphysical, 
if the language is simple. 

The publishers would like to correspond with s some one 

this line of thought who can draw acceptable pictures 

for our pages. We do not expect to employ an expert 


Ld 


hast yet, but should like to have the cooperation of some 
ing heart who has artistic talent, andwants to develop it. 
é can be mutually helpful in this, and it will lead to 
pmething substantial in time. 


Wee Wisdom 


Club Rates. 


The club rates for Unrry or Wee Wispom are as follows; 


Wee Wisdom or Unity and Thought............. $ 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and Universal Truth...... 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and Harmony............ 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and Problem of Life...... 1.235 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and St. Louis Magazine. . 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and The Esoteric......... 1.50 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and Christ Science........ 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and Child Garden........ 1.25 
Wee Wisdom or Unity and ChristianMetaphysician 1.00 
Wee Wisdom and Unity and The Arena—all three 5.00 


Wee Wispom will be furnished in quantities to Sunday- 
schools at the following rates:— 


10 copies per month, $2.50 per year. 


20 oe “ 4.25 “ 
30 “ce “ “ 6 00 “ “ 
50 8.00 


The demand for bundles of Unrry is becoming so gen- 
eral that we find it necessary to make a price for them as 
follows :— 


3 aopiee to one address, any date, 10 cents. 


7 “ “ “ 20 “ 
15 “ “ “ 30. “ 
95 “ “ “ “ “ “ 50 “ 
60 “ “ “ “ “ 1 00 “ 


Several societies are now taking them regularly at 
above rates; paying for them by a slight assessment upon 
members once a month, and we are glad to furnish even 
the current issues in this way to one address, as it greatly 
lessens our work. 


Unity Boox Co., Kansas City, Mo. 


“The Story of Teddy.” 


BY HELEN VAN-ANDERSON. 

This book creates in every boy an appetite to be 
“good.” Teddy is a glorious httle chap, andJevery boy 
and girl in the land should read about him. “Jack’ 
(Teddy’s dog) ought to be held up as an example to all 
dogs everywhere. You will have to read the book to 
know what the beautiful crystal globe on the cover means 

Bound in cloth, 80 cents, postpaid. 


Unity Boox Co., Kansas City, Mo. 


Out of Law into Gospel: 
Or, God in Man,” 
BY SARAH ELIZABETH GRISWOLD. 

‘This beautiful story shows that Christianity in its full- 
est meaning is practical. It is neither sectarian nor 
dogmatic, but it simply and lovingly points out the Way, 
the Truth and the Life, and Jeads the reader out of bon- 
dage of law right into the freedom of the gospel. 

This book is sure to fill a deep-felt need. It gives the 
highest statements of metaphysical truth in the plainest 
possible manner. It is childlike in simplicity, but most 
profound in doctrine. It is indispensable to teacher and 
student. In paper only. Price 50 cents, postpaid. 

Unrty Boox Co., Kansas City, Mo. 
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